ACT III                 BITTERSWEET              SCENE 1
"WE  ALL  WORE  A  GREEN   CARNATION."
Blase* boys are we,
Exquisitely free
From the dreary and quite absurd
Moral views of the common herd.
We like porphyry bowls,
Chandeliers and stoles,
We're most spirited,
Carefully filleted "souls."
Refrain.
Pretty boys, witty boys, too, too, too
Lazy to fight stagnation,
Haughty boys, naughty boys, all we do
Is to pursue sensation.
The portals of society
Are always opened wide,
The world our eccentricity condones,
A note of quaint variety
We're certain to provide.
We dress in very decorative tones.
Faded boys, jaded boys, womankind's
Gift to a bulldog nation,
In order to distinguish us from less enlightened
minds,
We all wear a green carnation.
We believe in Art,
Though we're poles apart
From the fools who arc thrilled by Greuze,
We like Beardsley and Green Chartreuse.